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sUSINESS DIRECTORY.

A. D, MASSEY,
PRACTICAL MASON,
30 Coventry, Vermont.
J. E. WRIGHT,
Physician and Surgéon, Ofice over Grandy, Skinne’
& Parker'a store,
Chronie diseases a Specialty.

521

Barton Landmmg, VL

DR, 0. A. BEMIS,
OM@BOPATHIC PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON:
15 Crafisbury, Yermont.,

DR, PARKHURST,

RASBURGH, will be at E. W. Langmayd's Hotel
. in Coventry, Friday of sach week, from 2 0 5 P.

. Agent for Watertown, N. 8. Truss. Keopt con- |

antly on hand,

W. B, CRITCHETT,
PAINTER & GLAZIBR, Grafaing, Whitewashing
~ and Paper Hanging done in the best style amd
tisfaction guaranteed, Orders solicited.
8 East Albany. Vi,

L. R. WOOD, JR.
ANCY PAINTER, Particular attention pald to Fan-
1 ey sign Writing, lettering Banners, Mottoes, Fres-
oning and General Ornsmenting, Drawing, Drafting,
Sketehing and Designing.  Orders solicited,
- Barton, Vermo n

J. J. RILY,
¢ JCCESSOR TO ¥. P. CHENEY, will continue to
b sell a Large Variety of Sawing and Knilting Ma-
ehines, Orders solicited. Barton, Ve 8

CUTLER & GONS,

ANUFACTURERS of Carriages and Bleighs,
.\I Greenabeore, VE.

MISS A, J, CUTLER,

ILLINERY,DRESS MAKING and pattern rooms’
‘\I Barton, Vit

E.G. STEVENS,
{URGEON DENTIST Barton Landing, YVt

M. J. SMITIH,
PROPRIETOR of the Orleans County Marble Works-
Forelgn and American Marble, Gravestones,
onuments, &¢.

J. N. WEBSTER,

MIRE INSURANCE AGENT,
' 1 Barton, Verm mt

J. N. WEBSTER,

PHOTY WGRAPHER. Dealer in Blereoscopes, Views,
. oval, square, and rustic Frames of all kinds,

FRED.H. MORSE,

AINTER. Painting, Glaming, Graining, White-

" washing and Paper-Hanging. All work done in

ho best style and satisfotion guaranteed, Saws filed
n arder.

DALE & ROBINSON,

TTORNEYS and Counselors at Law, Barton, Vi
x GO, 8§ DALE, 3. B. RORINBON

Jo Ve WOODMAN,
EALER IN BOOTS, SHOES, and findings ofthe
I J vest kind and quality, Offered cheap for cash,
tore over A. & J. L. Twombly's. ! 2

MRS, GEO. C. DAVIS,

PANT AND VEST MAKER,
l 2 Rarton, Vermeont,

A. & J. L. TWOMBLY,

HOLESALE and retail dealers in Flour, Corn,

V Pork and Lard, Paints and Ofls, Hardware,

Vest Indin Goods, Groceries, Butter and Cheese.  Also

Vm. L. Bradley's 1. X, L. Phosphate and Sea Fowl gu-
o,

Aanox TwowaLy. J, L. TwosaLy,

A. C. ROBINSON,

HOLESALE dealer in Flour, Grain, W, 1. Goods,
Groveries, Lame, Plaster, Oil, Fish, Salt, Iron,
Steel, Nalln, Glass, &c., Dopot SBtore, Barton, VL.

WiH. W. GROUT,
TTORNEY and Counselorat Law and Claim Agent.,
A Will attend vhe courts In Orleans and Caledonin
ountles. Barton, Vt.

W. W, EATON,

TTORNEY AT LAW and Solicitor in Chancery.
£ Will attend courts in Orleans and Caledomia
counties. Prompt sitention given to  eolleciions.—
Greenaboro, Vi,

J. M. CURRAN,

ARBER AND HAIR DRESSER,
]3 2 DBarton, Vermont,

MARTIN ABBOTT.
HEELWRIGHT, Carringe Maker and Gonera
Job Worker. Open and Top Buggies, and va
Glover Vi

\

rious styles of earriages always on hand.
J. E. DPWINELL.
-\ ANUFACTURER and dealer in Furniture of all
A kinds and descriptions, Carpets, Room Paper,
curtains and fixtures, also Coffins and Caskets, Picture
ramtes, Spring Beds e, . Glover Vi.
J. Hil. HOLTON, AGENT.

\,. anufncturers and Dealers, in all kinds of Harnoss«
A es, Aleo Whips, Currycombs, Oards, Brushes,
&o. Vaouum oil Blacking, for sule. Barton, Vi. T—33

SPECIAL NOTICE.
INTERESTING T0 LADIES.

M. A. Woodman, Barton, Yermont, has just opened nan
entirely new and elegant assortment of

BEASONABLE MILLINERY GO00DS
Mats and Bonnets—every shape. and. style—Trimmed
and untrimmed, in 8traw, 8ilk and Lace, for
Ladies, Misses and Children,
HEYVERY NEW STYLE
FROM
THE MOST ELABORATE
to the simple Shade Hat, All the new shapes beauti-

ully and fashionably trimmed with new shades, in
Turquols Bk and Ribbon, together with

Feathers,
Aldgrette
Flowers,
Ponpons,
Sprays,
e, Ko,

Also Hosiery, Gloves,
Tiance Collars, Fans, Fan=-
ey Goods, K.

NEW 6GODS CONSTANTLY- RECEIVED.

Harton, May 20, 1872. 2011

NEW GOODS!

The subsceribar has just opened a fresh lot of
MILLINERY
AND

HFancy Goods,

cluding all the Iatest styles rom New York and Bos-
n; such ns, Neopolitnn, Straw, Chip Cacins
sundowns and Linen hnts, Bonnets of every
iyle, Flowers, Ilibbons, Laces, Edgings,
Silks, Collars and a varicty of Fancy (ioods,
Millinery and

DRESS MAKING

done at our 1ooms by

EXPERIENCED WORKMEN,

Thave made arrangements (o receive goods from New
York and Boston

IEVERY WEEK
and can give our customers
THE LATEST STYLES
AND

LOWEST MARKET PRICES.

hanking the publie for their past favers, I hope to
veclve my share of your future patronage.

MRS, N, M. JEWEEL.
18

Barton. Vi, May oth, 1872,

Blacksmithing

WEST GLOVER.

The subscriber takes this mothod 1o inform the cltizens |

uf West (Hover, and vicinity, that he has taken the Shop
at said West Glover, where he is roady to do all kinds
‘ of

CUSTOM WORE,

with Prompiness, Thoroughness us.l 8 fulr prices.

- G. MARTIX.
WestjGlover, May 10, 1572, 10

The Union Prisoner.

[The following touching lines, descrip-
tive of an incident in the pen of the
Union prisoners at Andersonville, Ga.,
are attributed to G. H. Hollister, Esq.,
of Litchfield, Connecticut. The war
did pot elicit anything of sadder  inter-
est i) rs ' : 1

No Hlsnket round bis wasted limbs
As under the'rainy aky he slept:
While pojnting his epvenomed nﬁ#u.:
Around bim Death, the archer, crept.
He d of huhger held eul d
Tin hand to chutelr a Yitkle hoesd ©© + -~
That & white apgel with & toreh, -
Among the living and thedead,
Seemed bearing smiling as he went.
The vision waked him, and he spied
The post-boy, followed by a crowd
Of famished prieoners who criad
For letters—lettars from their friends.
Crawling upon his hands and knees,

He hears his own name called; and lo !
A letter from his wife he sees |

Gasping for' breath, he uhr‘lekod'aloud.
And loskin i o
!uﬁeﬂa‘;:mk bﬁmp’bm ﬂtm
Caught it and pre it to his lips.
A guard who followed, red and wroth,
And flourishing a rusty brand,
Reviles him with a taunsi ng oath,

And snatched the letter from his hand.
“First pay the postage, whining wretch [™
Despair has made the prisoner bhrave,

“Then give me back my money, Sir!
I am acaptive—not a slave !

You ook my money and my clothes ;
Take my life, teo—but let me know

How Mary and the children are,
And T will bless you ere Igo."

The very moonlight thropghhik bands,
As he stood supplicating, shone,
And his sharp features shaped themselves
Into n prayer; and such a tone
Of angmsh there was in his cry
For wife and children, that the gunard—
Thinking upon his own—passed by,
And left him swooning on the sward,
Beyond the *‘dead-line"” fell his head—
The eager sentry knew his mark,
And -with a orash the bullet sped
Into his brain and all was dark,
But when they turned his livid cheek
Up towards the light, the pale lips smil'd,
Kiasing a picture fair and meek
That beld in either hand a child.

'SOME CHOWDER.
Every tree is known by its fruit.

Stokes spent $7,500 in his first trial,
and will kave to try again.

Illinois has 705 more miles of rail-
road than any other state in the Union.

Washing done by Mrs. Washington is
a Detroit sign.

A Pheladelphia beggar is placarded
“I am parolized.”

At Rochester, they carry young ladies
home from wine suppers on stretchers.

Cure for a blind man: Get married,
that will be sure to open your eyes.

Stanley, the Herald’s Livingstone ex-
plorer, is the rage in Paris at present.

The counsel of Stokes has made ap-
plication to have him released on bail.

The World's Fair 4t Vienna, Austria,
commences May 1, '73, and continues
six months.

A great surgical operation—To take
the cheek out of a young man, and the
jaw out of a scolding wife.

A bad marriage is like an electric
machine—it makes you dance and you
can’t let go.

The New York Herald will soon start
an expedition to fix the old disputed lo-
cation of the garden of Eden,

Thére are two things in this world that
are not safe to trifle with—a woman’s
opinion and the business end of a wasp.

“News of the Weak,” is the head-line
given by a city editor to a hospital re-
port.

Spotted Tail and his braves gave a
public reception Friday in the Grand
Central Hotel, New York, which was
largely attended.

The editress of a Western Journal re-
cently amnotnced that the arfival of an
“extra male” prevented the prompt is-
sue of her paper.

A husband regretting the loss of his
first wife, was told by his second that
“no one had reason to wish his former
gpouse alive than she had.”

Widow pic-nics are held in Ohio. If
4 mdn appears on suchoccasions they all
rush for him, and he is glad to escape
with his life.

An Illinois boy who persisted in scar-
ing horses by flying kites, very properly
w backwards inte a hole one * hun-
dred feet deep.

Pienies in Pennsylvania wind up with
what is called the Dolly Varden march
—the young ladies standing in a row,
and the young men passing along the
line and kissing each good night.

A plucky woman at Peoria, Illinois,
entered a saloon on Saturday evening,
kicked over a table, drew a revolver on

the bar-tender, and led her hushand out
by the ear.

A cow and a German woman in M-
nesota, under the ‘same yoke, . hauled
through the day a drag after the seeder
run by the woman's husband with a span

of horses. The cow was completely ex-
hausted.

The young lady students in Le Roy,
Pa., are *«doing” the Latin in a very
practical manner. One of ‘them 'has7 a
beau, and he asked herwhat sic transit
gloria mundi” meant? She translated it :
*Come and see ma on Monday.”

Humanitaridnism cropped out in
a new form im Boston. “Among the lat-
est institutions of that city of jubilees
15 2 mending and repairing society,com-
posed of women who undertake to sew
on buttons, darn stockings, and perform

other kindly services for unprovided for
bachelors.

A laborer in Milwaukee was recently
plunged into the deepest affliction by the
death of his wife. On arraying her for
the grave he was greatly consoled, how-
ever, by discovering that suspicious look-
ing lumps on her legs proved to be pack-
ages containing several Lundred dollars
in currency concealed in her stockings.

i
prr

“What 1s your name ?
sus officer.

asked a cen-
“John Corcoran.” “Your
age?” “Twenty-onc.” “What nativ-
ity ?”  Well, that's what bothers me.
I’ll tell you, and may be you can make
it out. My father was Irish, my mother
English; wad | was ' bora:woniva® Dutch
frigate, under the French flag in Turkish
waters. Now how is it?”

D, N, Brows, a wealthy fruit-grower
near St. Joscph, Michigan, offered his
wife, with whom he had lived over forty
years, 816,000 to sign a hill of se
| tion, so that he could marry the hired
Lgirl.- a blushing damsel of sixteen years.
Mrs, Brown thought the $16.000 of more
account than the husband, and accepted
the offer.

A Pretty, Sad Story.
HOW A LETTER WENT TO PAPA.

[¥rom Our Young Folks.

Little, Einy Leigh qame ip and _stood
on tiptoe by the escritoire where Aunt
Sue was writing. As she did so, a very
small rosebud of a mouth made its ap-
pearance above the line of the desk at
auntie’s right, and a piping little voice,
proceeding from it, demanded, “Vat you
doin’; auntie 2" i

“Writing letters,” responded auntie,
who with a bunch of envelopes and a
quire of paper before her, was very deep
in the business indeed. Them a fat,

dimpled-finger-stole vautionsly ap and’

touched a finished pile.

“One, two, free, four, amen !” count-
ed Tiny, who always cherished the be-
lief that ‘amen” stood for a full stop,
and made use of it accordingly.

“Vat for you write letters, auntie ?”

“Oh, to send to my friends,” respond-
ed Wilifie, beading over” hér work 'and
speaking in a voice that seemed to issue
from her eyebrows.

“Vhere is yonr friends?” persevered
the child.

“Fverywhere,” said auntie, who hap-
pened to be writing that word at the
moment.

“Does letters go ev’'ywhere ?”

“Yes,” responded auntie, absently.

“Would a letter go to papa ?”’

“Yes,” said auntie, again, who by
this time was in  the Very ' Reart of a
brilliant description and did not hear.

“How does this letter go ?"” urged she
again, this time touching auntie’s elbow
by way of experiment, so far as auntie
was concerned, resulted in a bold wup-
ward stroke, as an acute angle with the
last “hair line,” and she looked up,
really out of patience at last.

“0, Tiny,” she said, “what a little
mis—" but she stopped suddenly.—
There was such a look of appeal in the
soft bluereyes fiked anxio@isly” upon her,
that she could not find it in her heart to
visit any indignation on that small
golden head, so she only kissed the rosy
mouth and said, “‘Auntie is very busy
just now, darling, and you must not
disturb her. Another day she will talk
to you just as much as ever you wish.
Here !"” added she, observing the look of
disappointment that stole over the sun-
ny face; “see! [ will make a letter of
you and send you to mamma.”

So she todk a postage stamp ouf of
the little drawer, and parting the flossy
curls, pasted it right in the center of
Tiny’s smooth white forehead.

“I don’t know where letters goes,”
said the baby girl, chuckling delight-
edly. “Does they fly ?" .

“Letters don't ‘goes,” ” said auntie,
laughing, “they go through the post-of-
fice. Now run along acd put yourself
in a post-office somewhere, and mamma
will be sure to find you.”

“0 yes! I know, I saw'd it—the
pos’-office—me and mamma—one day.
It's down the corner and ’'round the
ab’nue.”

So she trotted off across the broad li-
brary floor, out into the hall, and Aunt
Sue, having heard .the deor close behind
her, returned to her writing.

Out in the hall, Tiny stood still. A
great thought came to her. I will go
to papa,” said she to herself. Papa
was gone away. He had been gone, O,
such a long, long time! She could only
just faintly remember, like a dream,
some soft, loving brown eyes,and a
gentle voice that called her ‘dittle
daughter.” Then the rooms were very
dark one time, a strange black box, cov-
ered, with: flowers, was carried out at
the door, and papa had never come
back any more. Never once, though
she had run all through the house and
garden crying out, “l want papa! |1
want papa!” many a day. But now
she could go to him. They told her he
was gone to God, but was she not a
letter now, and had not auntie said that
letters go ev'ywhere ? And if she could
only get into the «pos’ office,” papa
would be sure to find her. Yes, she
wollld¥go o' papa!l Théme stood the
hat-rack, with her own small jockey
hanging uwpon it: so with all her
strength she pushed forward one of the
great hall chairs, climbed up and secur-
ed her hat, put it on hindside foremost
—poor little Tiny !—and opening the
door went out into the street.

Twenty minutes afterward Aunt Sue,
having finished her letters, crossed the
ball and noticed the displaced chair and
missing jockey, and wondered where the
¢hild could be. At that .yery moment
the clerk at the post-oﬁee’iiesrd a ‘pi-
ping voice, and, looking down, saw a
strange sight—a tiny creature, no more
than three years old, it seemd, with
Jjockey hat awry, its sweeping plume
tangled with golden curls, a postage
stamp shining conspicuously in the cen-
ter of a polished forehead, and wistful
blue eyes turned up at him, glistening
with a great hope.

“I want to go to papa,” said the
voice.

The clerk smiled.

papa 7" asked he. g
id Tiny, solemnly.

“Go ‘u '
ﬂi /'“They had sent
many odd parcels to strange directions

“Where is your

‘street,

through that office, but never one to
that address, thought he.

“I am a letter, and I want to go to
papa,” pleaded the child, her yearning
eyes still fastened on his face.

“What is your name ?" asked the
clerk. e

But at that moment a blustering bus-
iness man, bound on the redress of some
grievance, pushed forward and brushed
her aside ; she was drawn into the cur-
rent of people passing in at one door
and out at another, and before she could
say another word, found herself in the
street again.

There she stood irresolute.  Her
heart ached with disappointment, the
passers-by jostled and—bewiidered<ier;
she began to be afraid, and her eyes
filled with tears. Suddenly there wasa
great outery. The frightened crowd
fled into door-ways. A pair of run-
away horses came dashing down the
The people ‘on the crossings
rushed to the sidewalk. Noone noticed
an unprotected little one standing there,
with blanched face and eyes wild with
terror; no one heard a feeble wailing
ery. A great burly boy with a basket
on his arm, pressed forward with blind
speed, found something in his pathway
and bore it down. Then it was all over.
The mad Lorses were down the street
and far away. The relieved pedestri-
ans came out of their places of refuge.
Only one did not move.

A little, lifeless figure, with wide
open blue eyes, long, soft, golden curls
sweeping the curb-stone, and dimpled
hands thrown out, lay wherc it had fal-
len. The jockey hat had rolled from
her head, its white feather was drag-
gled in the dust, but the postage stamp
still clung to the shining forchead. The
crowd looking on, noted it with curious
eyes. It had done its work well. Ah
me ! the little “letter” has gone safely
to papa, and to God.

A truly scientific revenge was recent-
ly effected by a young chemist in Venice
named Orlando Farnerini, upon a pair
of lovers whose mutual passion had dis-
turbed the current of his own affections.
He loved a young lady, but she loved a
young tailor better. Orlando owed him
money for clothes, and sent word that
he would pay him and make his betroth-
ed a present if they would both come to
his laboratory. They accepted the in-
vitation, and were politely received and

| slyly led in conversation to the subject

of electricity, about which he had much
to say ; both listened with astonishment,
aud were quite delighted when the pro-
fessor proposed that they should allow
themselves to be electrified. He bade
them give him their hands, put the one
pole of a Rumkorf apparatus between
the girl's fingers, and the other into the
tailor’s hand, and then joined the cur-
rents. A terrible cry broke from the
lovers ; they fell to the floor in convaul-
sive fits, then got up again, in the great-
est torment, but Farnerini only laughed.
The two wretched beings drew the ap-
paratus after them, tumbled over the
furniture, and almost broke their limbs
in their frantic effort to rid themselves
of the mighty current, but in a few
minutes they were two distorted corpses.
Then, and only then, Farnerimi stop-
ped . the electric fluid, and went to
report the matter to the police, which
he did with the greatest “sangfroid”
possible.

Waar Mages THR SeA-Suern SiNg?
—When a shell is held up to the ear
there is a peculiar vibratory noise which
children assure each other is the roar
of the sea, however distant they may be
from it.  Philosophically investigated
the peculiar sound thus recognized is a
phenomenon that very much perplexed
learned men for a long while. The ex-
periment is easily made by simply
pressing a spiral shell, common in col-
lections, over the cerebra of either ear.
If a large shell the sound is very much
like that of a large cataract. Now what
causes it? KEvery muscle in the body
is always in a state of tension. Some
are more on the stretch than others, and
particularly those of tho fingers. It is
conceded that the vibration of the fi-
bers of those in the fingers being com-
municated to the, shell—it propagates
and intensifies them, as the hollow body
of a violin does the vibrations of its
strings, and thus the acoustic nerve re-
ceives the sonorous impressions. Mus-

-cles of the leg below the knee are said

to vibrate in the same way, and if con-

ducted to the ear produce the same re-
sult.

Gorve Ovr or Cnurcm—An ex-
change says: If instead of the closing
anthem, some of the ministers should,
at the ¢lose of service, give the orders:
«Attention, worshipers! For hats dive !
For oveaoats go ! Jerk, twist, plunge !
Make yourselves ridiculous, all I” The
effect would hardly be a variation from
the present style of going out of church.
The singing of the doxology seems to be
a'signal for a general putting on and
adjustment, and when the benediction
is'about to be pronounced the ruffled
congregation look more like jumping
out of the window or uniting mn a crush-

‘ing and crowding race for the doors

than listening to the solemn words of
the good pastor.

| tournament.

AN O’ER-TRUE LOVE STORY.

From the Meridian (Miss.) Gazette.

Upon the arrival one day last week
of a northern train on the Alabama and
Chattanooga Railroad at the pretty
Georgia station of Brandon, its passen-
gers had their interest excited by the
appearance of an unwonted commotion
amongst the people gathered on the
platform and around the depot. TLoung-
ers, villagers, and trainmen, were all
chattering together over some topic of
common intelligence in a style indicat-
ing the liveliest feelings in regard to
some unusual matter, and the travelers
eagerly inquired the meaning of it all.
Then_ were they told that just before the
arrival of the train a young man and a
young woman mounted upon foaming
thoroughbreds, came galloping up to the
station at top of speed to catch the cars
there, followed by the fair one’s father
in full ery : and upon finding that the
train had not arrived, had swept wildly
by on the road to the next station with
their pursuer still hotly on their track.
It was plain that the young people were
eloping, and unless they could reach the
next station by the time that the cars
did, and be aboard and off before the
elder rider could come up with them,
they would surely be captured and taken
back to punishment. This was enough.
With one voice the now warmly sympa-
thetic passengers called upon their con-
ductor to spur the iron horse to the res-
cue, and that official gave his engineer
the signal “to pull her wide open and
make extra time,”’ amid the uproarious
cheers at the station. Away thundered
the train after runaways and wrathful
sire, and when about a mile out of Bran-
don came in sight of the full chase on a
turnpike rcad running parallel with the
track. Instantly every window in the
cars was crowded with heads, the plat-
form swarmed with wavers of hats and
handkerchiefs, and the whole traveling
company entered intensely into the spirit
of the exciting scene, like any ancient
audience of knights and ladies at a
As they came up with
their pursuer and passed him, it was
seen that he rode a large, very fine
horse, much more powerful and less
jaded than were the animals bearing the
fugitives, and its every leap under whip
and spur made the distance between
them less. Youth and maiden plied
whips also without stint, and kept a
good lead, but upon overtaking them in
turn the train passengers could see by
the straightened necks and panting
sides that the good steeds could not
bear the pace much longer. The girl’s
disheveled tresses streamed back in the
breeze like a banner of golden threads ;
the hatless youth encouraged her and
the horses with cheering shouts, and the
passengers cheered both in the heartiest
possible way. The locomotive was
gauged to keep alongside at first; but
presently the overtaxed animals of the
lovers plainly slackened their speed, and
the figure of the pursuing sire grew om-
inously nearer. Then the excitement of
the travelers reached fever-heat; men
shouted and swung hats, women scream-
ed, and the engine whistled—and all to
no avail, for the horses could do no
more. A moment it seemed parental
vengeance must win the day ; and then,
by a happy inspiration, the passengers
roared for the train to stop and take
the fainting lovers aboard. Down with
the brakes; it was in an instant; the
cars were brought to the quickest pos-
sible halt; and youth, maiden, saddle-
bags and carpet-sacks were dragged on
board by friendly hands just as the
stern old man, on the great flying horse
came near enough to be heard ordering
a surrender. Then screamed the whis-
tle again, and wway flew the train ke
mad, leaving the enraged father to shake
fist and pistel impotently at its cheer-
ing human freight. Of the adventurous
twain thus enabled to win the race at
last, the lover is onlly sixteen years old
and the sweetheart thirteen. Disem-
barking at the next station, with the
hearty congratulations of their numer-
ous rescuers, they were married at the
first parsonage, and went back to their
home as one, on the next southern-bound
tramn.  As for the distracted sire, if he
had never got married himself, he would
never have lost such a race.

CoruarsEp.— Woodhull & Clafflin’s
Weekly, a sheet which was started in
New York, two or three years since, for
the purpose of advecating the right of
every woman to “Jove whom she will, as
long as she will, and the devil take the
hindermost,” has suspended publication.
Considering that Mrs. Woodhull was
recently nominated for the Presidency,
with Fred Douglass for Vice, and that
her sister and partner has just been
made colonel of a colored regiment, the
collapse of the Weekly can be regarded
as little else than a *family disaster.”
We cannot help them. But we can and
do say to them, in the words of Gen.
Scott to the Southern States—Erring
sisters, depart in peace.”

Crre vor THE DiarrnoEa.—Parch
half a pint of rice until it is brown.then
boil it as rice is usually done. Eat it
slowly, and it will stop the most alarm-
ing cases of diarrhoea.

A Gaupavt FreExcaMax.—A  lady of
Worcester, wife of a prominent gentle-
man, met with an accident on Tuesday,
which, while for a time it threatened
serious results, had in it so much of
comedy as to make it laughable. She
was driving in the west part of Shrews-
bury, where the highway skirts the
shores of a pond. Here, she met a
French Canadian driving a load of wood
to market. Thinking the road too nar-
row, he flourished his arms and his whip
to make her turn back, a pantomime
which frightened her horse, and she was
backed off into the pond, where her bug-
gy was upset, and she thrown into the
water up to her neck. She clambered
upon the wheel, and standing waist
deep in the water, called to him to come
and help her. The Frenchman was
badly scared, and could only stand still
and ery out : “My good God, dear lady
you will drewn ! My good God,
dear lady you will drown !” She re-
plied, “Of course I shall drown if you
don’t help me! Why don’t you come
and get me out?”” and again he eried,
“My good God, dear lady you will
drown1” Atlength he did wade in
and assist her to shore. when she said,
“Now you must help me get the horse
and carriage to the shore,” but he re-
plied, “O dear, I can’t stop! don’t you
see I shall be late with my wood to mar-
ket, and besides see how I have wet my
shoes and stockings already !”" He
drove off, leaveng her disconsolate, half
a mile from any house, and with her
team dismantled ; but she found assist-
ance after a while, and having righted
her vehicle, she was in trim to go home,
not much the worse for her involuntary
bath, but entirely skeptical as to the
efficiency of French Canadians in time
of peril or emergency.— Worcester Ga-
zette.

S8y.

Sarah Smith stands sorrowfully solus;
she sees splendid spruces surrounding
shady spots ! sees summer's sun shining ;
she smells sweet savors ; sweet songsters
singing silver strains serenades Sarah.
Still she sighs. Sunset’'s soft shades
settle silently, still she stands sadly
singing. Suddenly she started. She
saw some stranger strolling silently
southward.  “Stop!"” she shouted.—
“Stop, stranger. Sarah Smith says so!”
Stately she stood, sternly she shouted
“stop!” Samuel Slocum, successful
statesman, smooth speaker, started, saw
Sarah, seemed surprised, said soliloquiz-
ingly, *Strange, seemingly scarce six-
teen, so sweet, so simple, still so singu-
larly suspicious ! She seems strangely
sad.” “Say something sweet, Sarah.”
She, stopping some silent struggle, said,
“Surely some strange seeing sights.
Shall Sarah Smith shun such ?  scarce-
ly.” So. strolling silently stranger-
ward, she said: “Sarah Smith scorns
suspicious scandals, she seeks sympathy ;
seeks she successfully ?”

Still shone silvery streams slantingly
southward. Samuel Slocum sat sweetly
smiling ; Sarah Smith seated suspicious-
ly somewhere. Sunset’s serene splendor
suggested supper. She sought sympa-
thy successfully ; supper seemed super-
fluous.

Some six Sundays succeeding she
signed some sketches Sarah Smith Slo-
cum,

Taxixe CorLp.—If a cold settles on the
outer covering of the lungs it becomes a
pneumonia, inflammation of the lungs, or
lung fever, which in many eases carries
the strongest man to the grave within a
week. If cold falls on the inner cover-
ing of the lungs it is pleurisy, with its
knife-like pains, and its slow, very slow
recoveries. If a cold settles in the
joints there is rheumatism with its ago-
nies of pain, and rheumatism of the
heart which in an instant sometimes
snaps the cords of life with no friendly
warning. It is of the utmost practical
importance. then, in the wintry weather
to know not so much how to eure a cold
as to avoid it. Colds always come from
one cause, some part of the whole body
being colder than natural for a time.—
If a man will keep his feet warm al-
ways and never allow himself to be
chilled, he will never take cold in a life-
time, and this can only be accomplished
by due care in warm clothing and the
avoidance of drafts and undue exposure.
While multitudes of colds come from
cold feet, perhaps the majority arise
from persons cooling off too quickly af-
ter becoming a little warmer than is
natural, from exercise or work or from
confinement to a warm apartment.—
Wood's Household Magazine.

Tae Oup Lapy’s Mistake.—An un-
sophisticated lady who resides in New
Jersey, and had never seen the burning
of a house, visited Philadelphia, and,
fortunately for her desire, a conflagration
occurred within a short distance from
the place where she was sojourning.—
Awakened by the passing engiues and
trucks, she got out of bed and hastily
threw open the second-story window. In

. a moment the hose truck passed by, un-

reeling the hose as 1t sped along.
old lady at the vehicle, observed
that it behind what appeared to be
a huge strip of leather, stretched her
neck out of the window, and, waving
her n:ﬁgup excitedly towards the fire-
men, 1 out, “Gentlemen! gentle-
men! you're losing your strap.”

The

From the Hartford Courant,
LATEST FROM LIVINGSTONE.

The News That Stanley had to Give the
Great Traveler—Why the Latter
Sticks to Ujiji.

“I had to give him (Dr. Livingstone)
five years’ news to begin with.”"—Cor.
respondence of Herald Erpedition in
Search of Dr. Livingstone.

“Gen. Grant is President of the Uni-
ted States.”

“Since when ?”

%For the last four years.”

“Indeed? And what else has tran-
spired 2"

«Half of Chicago has been burned to
ashes ; loss $200,000,000. France and
Prussia have had a devastating war.—
Prussia utterly vanquished France in an
uninterrupted series of tremendous bat-
tles and brilliant victories, The Empe-
ror Napoleon is an exile. The Queen
of Spain has been driven from the throne
and she and her family are in exile. An
Italian Prince is King of Spain. Chas.
Dickens has been dead two years. A
negro has been numbered among the Sen-
ators of the United States. Jim Fisk
was shot in a vital part by a person nam-
ed Stokes, and one set of doctors proved
to the satisfaction of a jury that another
set of doctors killed the man with a
probe ; and as it was entirely legitimate,
nobody was hanged. A dozen official
ruffians ran the city of New York in debt
$125,000,000 in four years, and stole
$20,000,000 from the public treasury
for their private use, and live to-day un-
whipped of justice. Women vote now in
one of the territories, and a notorious
woman is candidate for  President.—
France is a republic, and Henri Roche-
fort an exile. Mazzini is dead. China
has sent a great Embassy abroad into the
world to make commercial treaties with
the pations. Japan has undergone a
bloodless revolution, more marvelous
than any ever created by the sword, and
has become a free land ; the great nobles
have voluntarily reduced themselves to
the condition of private citizens; they
have disbanded their armies of retainers
and yielded np their vast revenues to the
government ; railroads and telegraphs
are being built, colleges established,
and Western dress and customs intro-
duced. The Tycoon is dethroned, and
the Milkado reigns untrameled. He has
come out from his ancient seclusion, and
exhibits himself to all the world in the
public streets with hardly an attendant.
He is going to France. Horace Greeley
is the Democratic candidate for Presi-
dent of the United States, and all rebel-
dom hurrahs for him. He §

“Hold on! You have told me stu-
pendous things, and with a confiding sim-
plicity born of contact with these untu-
tored children of Africa, I was swallow-
ing them peacefufly down ; but there is
a limit to all things. I am a simple,
guileless, christian man, and unacquaint-
ed with intemperate language ; but when
you tell me that Horace Greeley is be-
come a Democrat, and the Ku-Klux

swing their hats and whoop for him, I

cast the traditions of my education to
the winds and say, ‘I'll be damned to
all eternity if I believe it.’” After a
pause. My trunk is packed to go home,
but I shall remain in Africa, for these
things may be true, after all; if they
are, I desire to stay here and unlearn
my civilization.”
Uit UNYEMAEMBE.
Interpreter to the Expedition.

Orierx or “Caper Gray.”—In the
course of conversation with General Scott
in the library of the Military Academy
at West Point, in the Summer of 1862,
the veteran gave to Mr. Lossing the fol-
lowing account of the origin of “Cadet
Gray,” as the cloth worn by the cadets
is called :

While stationed at Buffalo in the sum-
mer of 1814, General Scott wrote to the
Quartermaster for a supply of new cloth-
ing to the regulars. Word soon came
back that blue cloth, such as was used
in the army, could not be obtained, ow-
ing to the stringency of the blockade and
the embargo, and the lack of manufac-
tures in the country, but that there was
sufficient quantity of gray cloth (now
known as “Cadet Gray’")in Philadelphia.
Scott ordered it to be made up for his
soldiers, and in these ncw gray suits
they marched down the Niagara River,
on the Canada side, 1 the direction of
Chippewa.

It was just before the battle known by
that name, which occurred early in July.
General Riall, the British commander,
looked upon them with contempt when
preparing for battle on the morning of
the 5th, for the Marquis of Tweeddale,
who, with the British advance, had
skirmished with them all the day before,
had reported that they were only “Buf-
falo militia,” and aecounted for their
fighting so well and driving him to his
intrenchments north of the Chippewa
River, by the fact that it was the anni-
versary of American Independence that
stimulated them. On account of the
victory won at Chippewa on that day,

chiefly by these soldiers in gray, and in |

honor of Scott and his troops, that style
of cloth was adopted at the Military
Academy at West Point as the uniform
of the cadets.

Great gifts make beggars bold.

FrieaTevrn Execurions ix Cmiva.—
The minds of the people in this region
are engrossed just now with the doings
of Mr. Pungtailjin, a powerful military
official from Pekin. He is here calling
the people to accountfor years of remiss-
ness in paying taxes for general insub-
ordination. This man has caused, I am
told, already about 3000 to be beheaded
in this department alone ! Last Saturday
night, at Tine Ine, 8 miles from here—
where we have a mission station—he had
seventy heads taken off by torchlight.
In the same vicinity, a short time ago,
he opened the tomb of a wealthy man,
took out the remains of his son and de-
capitated the skull of the skeleton and
left it exposed by the roadside. The
whole people are overawed and terror-
struck by his course. He appears sud-
denly in a city or town. Invitations
are sent out to men of influence and
and wealth to meet him at dinner. They
are received in a most friendly manner,
and sumptuously entertained. After he
has obtained from them all the assist-
ance and information he needs, he court-
eously dismisses them. But before they
leave the premises, on their way out,
they are seized by some of his myrmid-
ons, lying in wait, and at once beheaded
without impeachment or trial. Such is
the sort of men this government delight
to honor ! The course of this man in this
region, and the shin sin fan excitement
are the legitimate fruits of that civiliza-
tion which, on the visit of _ the Burlin-
game Mission to your good city, was so
highly lauded by some of your Boston
philanthrophists.— Letter of a Mission-
ary in Watchman and Reflector.

How 1o KeEp o4 Sirvariox.—Lay it
down as a foundation rule that you will
be «faithful in that which is least.”
Pick up the loose nails, bits of twine,
clean wrapping paper, and put them in
their places. Be ready to throw in an
odd half hour or hour’s time, when it
will be an accomodation, and don’t
seem to make a merit of it. Do it
heartily. Though not a word be said,
be sure your employer will make a note
of it. Make yourself indispensible to
him, and he will lose many of the oppo-
site kind before he will part with you.
Those young men who watch the time,
to see the very second their working
hour is up, who leave, no matter what
state the work may be in, at precisely
the instant; who calculate the extra
amount they can slight their work and
yet not get reproved ; who are lavish of
their employers goods, will always be
first to receive notice when times are
dull, and their services are no longer
required. Remember you are not a
slave. Then serve your employer asa
friend : in due time he will be a friend
fo you

A horrible murder was committed
about a mile west of Yates city, Il on
Monday morning, Aug. 5. The victim
was the wife of John Mathewson, a well
to-do farmer, and had been married but
a fow months. The particulars as far
as ascertained, are as follows: The
murderer went to the house about 8
o’clock in the morning, while Mathew-
son and a hired man were working in a
distant field, and ordered breakfast.—
While Mrs. Mathewson was preparing
it he undertook to ravish her. She re-
sisted, and her clothing and her person
show unmistakable signs that there was
a terrible struggle for life. When her
husbhand returned at night, he found her
body in the cellar with her throat cut
and her skull crushed in. Great ex-
citement prevails there, and mounted
horsemen are scouring the country in
search of the murderer. A reward of
$1,000 is offered for his apprehension.
A man who was near the house that
morning seeking employment is suspect-
ed.

Sxain Pastures Near Pariz—In
the district of Champagne the cultiva-
tors have made good some of their losses
by the war in the rearing of snails for
the Paris market, where they bring from
two to three francs per hundred, and
which are known by the name of Cham-
pagne oysters, as famous in their way
as the Stratsburg pates de foie gros.
During the summer, after a heavy dew
or rain, the peasants catch the snails as
they erawl out, with house on back, for
a promenade ; contractors buy up the
mollusk, inclose them in a kind of park,
fatten them on salads, thyme, mint par-
sley, etc. 'When large enough not to
pass through a ring of a certain size,
they are fit for the table—or are sup-
posed to be.

Commodore Vanderbilt, according to
the New York World's Saratoga corre-
spondent, has found a new love—not a
lady-love this time, not even a horse,but
& Methodist . He is constant-
ly accompani y Dr. Deems, of the
Church of S and it is even ru-
| mored that the tough old Commodore
| has experienced a change of heart, and
| is about to join the Methodists. It is
high time, indeed ; but hasn’t the Com-
modore been betting on Longfellow ?

A grim hard-headed old judge, after
hearing a flowery discourse from a pre-
tentious young barrister, advised him to
. pluck out some of the feathers from the
wings of his imagination and put them
into the tail of his judgment.




